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CHAPTER 1/ 
STRANGER'S IDENTITY 



One Day of My Life (2008) 


auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 



24 July 2008 


Having spent last four years, hiding my private space from a curious eye of my own camera, I 
felt suddenly guilty. This is a space that I breathe, sleep and cry. This is my temporary state, if 
not my territory. I resent any intrusion which breaks that identity. 

Sometimes my constant attempt to put up a ‘brave face’ gets too much to bear. This is 
where I can show my vulnerable side. I am different person when I am in this space. I don’t 
like this version of me, but I can’t go on without experiencing this phase in my daily life. I 
struggled long enough to accept that I am not perfect. Now, I rather enjoy being imperfect. 

Like many of us, I influenced by spaces I was in and out. For me, no matter how ephemeral 
time I spent, those spaces do change me a little bit. I feel that it adds a layer on top of layers 
of emotions inside me. But none of the layers stay the same, and they start creating a data 
of hybrid emotions. 

Once, I stranded in an outskirt of city of Ulaanbaatar. It was winter. I had to wait for hours for 
someone. She owned a taxi service company, but all her cars were out. She was alone in her 
office and I didn 't have any choice but to walk by myself to the main road. I went out of her 
office, and I was in a complete darkness after just a few minutes of walk. Literally I couldn’t 
see anything. I didn’t know that particular place very well and there was no point calling to 
anyone because I wasn’t able to tell where I was. I kept walking. I didn’t stop. 

After 15 minutes of walk, I felt a flat cement road under my feet. It was still dark but I knew it 
was main road which will take me to home. There was no sign of a car or any live soul 
around me. I kept walking along the road. I heard a vehicle is coming, I waved, and it didn’t 
stop. My heart was beating so fast that I told to myself that I must stop the next car at any 
cost. I waved at the next vehicle, which was a small passenger bus. It stopped. Somebody 
opened the passenger door for me. There were two middle aged men asking me where I am 
heading. I panicked for a moment because I was so scared by the whole experience 
already, but I managed to say ‘to city centre, please’. 

I remember I was shaking so much, but I still didn’t show any sign to my late night encounters. 
They didn ’t talk to me so I didn ’t say a thing. I regret that I didn’t ask their names, didn't say 
‘thanks' more than one and didn’t shake their hands. An hour of darkness, two angels and 
my fear.The data of hybrid emotions inside me is expanding. It assures me that life is no 
ordinary. I can say that even the most mundane part of life, is excifing enough to keep me 
interested. 

My routine in the morning is to read this sentence. ‘We do not walk on our legs, but on our 
Will’. (Sufi proverb) 

I think, I have been disclosed, but only partially. 
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Special Collections ( 2009 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 

The Brotherton Room, Special Collections, The University of Leeds, UK 
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10 October 2009 


Hove you been to Special Collections? Have you felt the 
space and smelt the air? If yes, what did you think? I am 
interested in the concept of ‘preserving’ and it is the main 
topic of the third chapter of my PhD thesis. The concept 
could have endless branches, streams and sub-categories. 
But I am looking at it in a context of ‘identify preserving’ and 
how different spaces influence and alter our identities. The 
most striking question is how we (me, you and others ) accept 
or resist the consequences of these expositions to spaces 
and whether we even notice those changes. Any entity 
founded as a place/space to preserve and protect the 
precious and the valuables has got similarities to how we 
operate as individuals. 
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Everything in One Bedroom ( 2009 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Goodbye 'H' Block! ( 2009 ) 


auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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22 September 2009 


Saying ‘Goodbye’ to o block of building isn’t something I did 
before. But I did it today. Do I feel any different? No. Do I feel any 
less sad? Yes. All these strangely familiar spaces: postgraduate art 
studio , long corridors , signs and posters.../ quietly said ‘Goodbye!’ 
The building is empty now; oil former occupants hove moved on 
except me. This is my turn. 
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Bella ( 2010 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Packing/Unpacking I, II, III 
( 2005 - 2008 ) 

Packing/Unpacking I ( 2005 - 2006 ) 

series of photographs of objects: arag and deel 
35 mm black & white film, digital photography 
Leeds, UK and Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia 


55 














’i 


l l p 


W-Wk 

VJgFi 



h^bI 



Packing/Unpacking II (April 2007) 

site-specific performance 
digital photography 
Khustai Mountain, Mongolia 

Curated by Jill Morgan and documented by Juliet MacDonald 
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Packing/Unpacking III (July 2008) 

site-specific performance 
digital photography 
llkley Moor, UK 

Documented by Heather Rogers 
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i Bespoke Cakes, 
Superior Chocolates 
for all occasions 























The Border Guard ( 2007 - 2010 ) 

The Borderlands (April 2007) 

series of photographs 

35 mm colour film 

Mongolia- Russia border, Mongolia 
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The Border Guard in Scarborough 
(September 2010) 

site-specific installation 
series of photographs 
digital photography 
video, 5.35 min 
Scarborough, UK 

(See PhD thesis Part 3: DVD for the video) 
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7 September 20 10 

Last Sunday afternoon, I left him in Scarborough. He didn’t say a thing to me. I think, 
he knew what was going on. But I am not hundred percent sure. I felt this incredible 
sadness piercing through my heart as I walked away from him . I kept walking, 
walking and got on a train with a Dutch man. I wanted to look back but couldn’t. I 
knew, if I'd looked back af him, I couldn’t have kept walking. And everything I 
planned, wouldn’t have happened. It has been three years since I met him. I had to 
do something about him. It has been too long. The overwhelming degree of 
indecisiveness eroded me since I met him. He was always precious to me from the 
very beginning. Do you know that feeling? Imagine, you met someone so unique 
but you don’t know how to act towards that person? 

I left him alone in the sands of Scarborough. It was sunny but windy day. If the wind 
had stopped there for an hour, it could have been labelled as the perfect day in my 
life. But it didn't stop. He kept looking to the sea. 

It must’ve been fascinating for him to see the sea for the first time. I think, he liked it 
very much. However, I didn’t see him stepping into the water. He had kept himself at 
the edge of the sea. 

I don't know his name. He never told me. And I can't even tell you where we met 
because of the verbal agreement I have with his Senior Officer. I gave my word not 
to tell anything to anyone. All I can tell you is that he is a Mongolian border guard. 

T. Tsegmid 
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Six am ( 2008 ) 

series of photographs and text 
Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia 
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6 August 2008 


Our old Russian made radio screamed. I woke up instantly. I could've turned it off 
last night but the radio belongs to my father. A familiar song started. That was the 
national anthem of Mongolia. Shortly after, a female voice announced that it was 
six am in Mongolia. For some reason, I assumed this long-running tradition 
discontinued. I don’t know how long it has been broadcasting, but it is certainly 
older than my parents. 

When it plays on the national radio, there is only background music without lyric. 

The lyric starts like this: 

Darkhan manai khuvisgalt uls 
Dayar Mongol-yn aruin golomt 
Daisnii khuld khezee ch orokhgui 
Dandaa enkhjin uurd munkhjinu 

(eng. Our sacred and revolutionary country 
is the untouched hearth of fhe Great Mongolia 
We will never yield at the feet of the enemy 
and we will prosper for eternity) 

Recently, the tradition of playing the national anthem has become a common 
practice in many privately owned high schools, colleges and universities in 
Mongolia. Pupils and students listen and sing the national anthem before class starts 
in the morning. Interestingly, Government funded schools and colleges never 
adopted this particular culture before and after 1 990. 

It is 1 1 pm in Mongolia. Today’s broadcast of the Mongolian National Radio is close 
to an end. Again, familiar song started. That was the national anthem; our sacred 
and revolutionary country is the untouched hearth of the Great Mongolia... 
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My Winter Break in Mongolia 
(Dec 2011- Jan 2012) 

series of photographs 
digital photography 

Tuv Region and Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia. 
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Objects (2008-2010) 


series of photographs of objects: a baby camel toy, a key holder featuring Chinggis 
Khaan's portrait, shoes made in Pakistan and the UK, ceramic figurines of a man and 
a woman, a cup, Mongolian currency notes, a postal box and Mongolian national 
flag. 

digital photography 
Leeds, UK 


in 
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A Visual Preservation of My 
Belongings (2009) 


site-specific installation consists of items from Mongolia and the UK: 
five frames of family photographs, a large collage on wooden panel made of 
existing photographs taken in Mongolia and the UK, my red dress, my mother’s 
Mongolian traditional garments, my childhood jacket, a dried skin of a Mongolian 
horse, a key holder with Chingghis Khaan's portrait, a Chinese fan, a jewellery box 
bought in the UK, a custom carved personal stamp with red Chinese ink, a packet of 
incense used in Buddhist rituals, my belt, national flag of Mongolia on a stand, 
Mongolian currency notes, a book entitled Secret History of Mongols, shoes made in 
Pakistan, a felt bag made of Mongolian wool and a parcel box. 


7th Floor Postgraduate Studio, 'H' Block, Leeds Metropolitan University, Leeds, UK 
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The Queen I, II, III (2009) 


The Queen (June 2009) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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The Queen with Sword (June 2009) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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The Queen at Royal Armouries in Leeds 
(June 2009) 

auto-photo-performance 

digital photography 

Royal Armouries Museum in Leeds, UK 
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CHAPTER 3 
FAMILIAL IDENTITY 



Police Defective and His Daughter 
(2007-2008) 

Selenge Region, Mongolia 



5 September 2008 


The room was only small but very plain. There were two Russian styled steel bodied 
beds put against each other. The room had a large rectangular window looking 
down to the nearby railway from fifth floor. 

He is not the talkative type but his words usually heavy. He isn’t the complaining 
type either. Despite completing six years of rigorous study; gaining the highest mark 
at Police Academy in Moscow, Russia, his boss’ kept him on a minor position for thirty 
years. Not surprisingly, his former classmates got to the top of the chain through 
various ways, the ways he was not comfortable with. 

He is anything but conformist. He rejected everything attempted to change him: 
Russians, Communism, co-workers, friends and neighbours. Among all those 
common identities, he chose to stay simply 'a father’. Family is where he feels most 
supported because none of us fried to change him or challenge his ego. Mum told 
me that he once suspended from studying in Russia because he broke a someone’s 
teeth. I asked why he broke he did that. He looked at me then smiled. After a few 
minutes of silence, he said in a very serious manner: "you have to be extremely 
careful with people at certain point of your life, especially if you get luckier than 
others". Just before he set off to Russia, one of the contestants who lost his chance 
provoked my father deliberately. As any young man in his twenties, he didn’t resist. 
Consequently, he spent year working as a registrar at one of garages of the Police 
Force in Ulaanbaatar. 

I have never seen his tears until last year when I saw him at an airport in 
Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia. He grabbed me and kissed me. I saw a glimpse of fears in 
his eyes, which he quickly wiped off. 


He did everything in his power to prove that he wasn’t just stubborn and overly 
honest police detective among his co-workers, who always wondered why he is so 
not business-minded or inflexible when it comes to bending rules to achieve 
something. 

I never blamed him for that. Our family always had a shelter above us and food on 
a table. I never asked for more. I feel like I am completing his unfinished business 
which he wasn't able to finish off due to the political structure and the bureaucracy 
of the Communist Mongolia. 

I am becoming more and more like him. We are emotionally much closer since I 
came to the UK. Today, we are on a journey, all by ourselves without mum or 
brother. He is with me. Our aim is to get to the nearest border from Ulaanbaatar. 
Now we are in a hotel next to a train station, less than an hour away from the 
border. The room is only small but very plain. There are two Russian styled steel 
bodied beds put against each other. The room has a large rectangular window 
looking down to the nearby railway from fiffh floor. 

We are enjoying each other's company in that continuous silence of deep 
understanding. I am forging my very own way along wifh my father embarking on 
our emotional journey. 

Every sensation is fresh. Suddenly, everything makes sense: the smell of earth; the 
faces of encounters; the dancing wind; the cinematic landscape; the endless 
railways; the crossing of boundaries and the static tension around borderlands. 
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The Birthplace ( 2009 ) 


photographic collection 

family photographs by Purevdorj Vanjil 

Gobi-Altai region, Mongolia 
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Childhood Dream ( 2009 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Mama's Garden: Words of Love 
(Jan - Apr 2010) 

site-specific public installation (7 -15 April 2010) 

The Light Centre, Leeds, UK 

auto-photo-performances: In My Mother’s Outfit, Daughter, The Participatory, 
Waiting at the Door, The Farewell 
digital photography 


participatory performance 
digital photography 

documented by Lucy Biddlestone and Jessica Harrison who worked as Project 
Assistants 

archival blog: ww.mamasgardenartinleeds.wordpress.com 
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The project is kindly supported by 


thelight 


Leeds 

CITY COUNCIL 


ART IN UNUSUAL 


SPACES 

A 


A site specific public installation & participatory 






performance by 

7TB -1STH APRIL* Preview 7th April 2010, 5.30 pm 0pm 

Open to public 8th 10th, 12th 15th April 2010, 2 7pm 
Tea and Biscuits Hour 5.30pm 6.30pm 
Where: Former Eden Park' Shop Unit, Street Level, The l ight, Feeds LSI 8 Tl. 
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MAMA'S GARDEN: WORDS OF LOVE 


I haven't seen my mama for 540 days. Not being able to see her as often as I want has created a big 
hole in my heart. My mama's name is Bayarsanaa Sodnom and her big dream is to have a nice 
garden. In this project, I wanted to realise her dream by creating my interpretation of the garden 
and share it with the public. 

An adult making a tributary piece of art for his/her living parents is a very common gesture in 
Mongolia; there are countless songs, poems and art works dedicated exclusively to parents. It will be 
a site specific installation piece along with participatory performance focusing on mother's love and 
words of love through letters. The piece will be created and installed inside an unused shop unit, 
former branch of 'Eden Park' in the Light in Leeds. The garden will be divided in sections to create 
trails of memories of her, using man-made materials and flowers. Mama's handwritten letters will 
be placed around the garden. The extracts of the letters will be translated in English and displayed. 

I will pose as a hostess of the garden dressed in my mama's outfit, as her inferior extension and as 
an interpreter of her wise words. I will welcome people into the garden and offer a cup of tea and 
biscuits. People can sit down on chairs and relax in the garden. The piece is not intended to 
challenge anyone; in contrast, its main purpose is to engage with the public. The expected final 
result will consists of a garden, mix of images, letters and sound of Mongolia. 

Open to the public 

Preview 7 April 2010 
8, 10, 12 - 15 April 2010 
2.00pm - 7.00pm 

Tea and biscuits provided 5.30pm - 6.30pm 

Location 

Former 'Eden Park' Shop Unit, Street Level, The Light, 

Leeds LSI 8TL 
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In My Mother’s Outfit ( 2010 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Daughter ( 2010 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Mama's Garden: Words of Love 
(7- 15 April 2010) 

site-specific public installation 

my mother's letters, printed photographs, coloured bedsheets, handmade dress 
from bedsheets, bricks, lamps, my mother's traditional Mongolian outfits, real flowers, 
paper flowers (made by Lucy Biddlestone and Jessica Harrison), willow fences and 
burnt wood picket fences. 

The Light Centre, Leeds, UK 
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Waiting at the Door ( 2010 ) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
The Light Centre, Leeds, UK 
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The Farewell (2010) 

auto-photo-performance 
digital photography 
Leeds, UK 
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Letters by Bayarsanaa Sodnom (b. 1 958) to 
Tsendpurev Tsegmid (b. 1 9 80) 

19th July 2005 

The light and the hope of my life is thousands of kilometres 
away... Sometimes, I think too much about everything. I know you understand 
me. And you know how I am doing here. 

Be healthy and take care of yourself. Being healthy is really about 
being positive. Do you remember what you wrote on your diary? Now I follow 
that rule in my life. I try to think about it all the time. “People who are smart 
know when to close their mouth because they understand a wild fire can 
spark from the edge of their tongue. By Persian scholar. " 

Bye for now. Kisses and hugs. My baby tigress! 

5th October 2006 

Be mentally strong. You will go through experience you will feel that 
the world around you is collapsing. But you have to keep healthy. 

Please protect yourself. A man is a man. Usually woman is the victim... 
A few minutes of joy can turn into a lifetime of trap. Please be clever about 
that. I heard many negative stories about foreign men. 

You have a purpose; you are nof same as other girls. 

You are the meaning of my life. Remember that always! Yours truly. 

Mama. 

13th August 2006 

Recently, I was talking to your papa and asked him ‘what kind of man 
would suit you?' Your papa replied ‘I don't think we have any idea!'. 

Love yourself! 

With respect. Your Mama. 

27th February 2005 

I feel better when I look at your enlarged photographs, and read your 
letters. When I cry, your uncle Ganaa tells me that "your daughter will come 
back bigger and whiter woman". 

A neighbour’s son has been acting badly toward his parents. A sound 
upbringing is more precious than materialistic wealth. There is a saying: 



“A bad meal is the enemy of the stomach; a bad partner is the enemy for a 
lifetime”. All parents bring up their kids and do whatever they can to help 
them until they die. But not everything goes as it planned. 

My love. Take care of yourself! Hugs and kisses. Mama. 

6th November 2004 

My beloved daughter! I wish you a happy birthday! Today, I thought 
about the story of your birth. It was the evening of 6th November 1980; I 
started feeling awkward around 7pm and went to the Third Infirmary. People 
say a female child thinks about her mama more and try to cause less pain 
during her birth. My baby tigress was born just after 10pm. You cried like a 
baby boy and the midwife asked me whether I liked a boy or a girl. I guessed 
you were a baby boy. But the midwife replied me in a joking manner: "Oh 
your mama is not accepting you!" 

This is how you were born, just a day before Octyabr Celebration. I am writing 
about this because I am missing you a lot. 

My writing is hard to read, please just read it word by word. 

8th February 2006 

There are 3 things you need to be careful about for the New Year: 

I. Don't go to places where there are conflicts and arguments are taking 
place. 2. Beware from getting injured. 3. Don't walk alone in the night. 

1 1 th January 2006 

My beloved daughter! I wish you happiness! I spoke with you on the 
phone recently. 

I imagine a lot. Positive thoughts bring positivity. I always wish you 

happiness. 

I am missing you so much. If I see something nice in the shop. I’ll buy it 
for you. My baby girl, take care of yourself! Stay calm and try to be positive! 
Smile and be open! Hugs and kisses. Bye. 


Extracts translated by T. Tsegmid, 20 1 0 
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August 2008 


Believe it or not, I am travelling to Mongolia with my papa and mama from Beijing. 
This scenario is something I dreamed of, longed for and prayed upon for significant 
amount of time. When I realise that this is actually happening, I fear. The fear is 
almost as same degree as my long-waited euphoria I am experiencing right now. 
These two people are more than ‘parents’. They are people I respect enormously, 
who are influential figures in my existence and certainly the closest definition of who 
I am. They are my friends and crifics but they always there for me no matfer whaf. 
One could argue thaf Asian people usually respecf their parents, but I know many 
examples of adults behaving badly towards their parents. 

Our connection stretches far more than just ‘makh ba tsus’ (eng. flesh and blood). 

If is a lifelong companionship which gives each other the maximum dedication but 
asks nothing in return. 

I feel I am dreaming, buf I am not. I speak in an unusually lower tone to my parents, 

I smile all around like a small girl who was given sweets and I cuddle them whenever 
they come close to me. This is a state of emotion I live for. And it seems that I do not 
have control over what’s happening. Either I experience this to the full or I fear 
constantly thinking about the end of it. 

As you might have guessed by now, yes, I decided to experience it to the full. 
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